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” Dramatis Perfone: 


Eaylove, a young Barriſter, in Love with 
Arabella. 


Muckworm, Uncle and Guardian to Arabella. 


Sapſcull, a Country Squire, intended for 
: | Arabella. 


Slango, Servant to Gaylrve, an arch Fellow. 


Blunder, Servant to Sapſcull, a Clown. 


WOMEN 


1 „ 
y * 


Arabella, Niece to Muckworm, in Love with 
Gaylove. 


Combruſh, her Maid, a pert one. 


Ip The Lines marked thus (% are 
generally left out in the Repreſentation. 
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Honeſt Vorkſhire-MAN. 


8 C 5 NE, an r in Muckworm' 8 Houſe. 


ARABELLA. Comprusn. 
A IR I. By Signior Porpora. 
ARABELLA. 


Far NTLE Cupid ſeek my Lower, 


Waft a bouſand gb from me; 
All my lender Fears aiſcover, 
Bid him haſle ! 
O bid him haſte and fet me free. 


Combruſh! 


Comb. Ma'am. 

Arb. No News from Garbo yet? 

Comb. Not a Tittle, Ma'am. 

Arb. It quite diſtracts me. 

Comb. And every Body elſe, Ma'am; for when you 


are out of Humour, one may as well be out of the 
World. Well! this Love is a ſtrange Thing; when 
once it gets Poſſeſſion of a young Lady's Heart, it 


turns her Head quite topſy-turvy, and makes her 


out of Humour with every Body — 'm ſure | have 


reaſon to ſay ſo. 

Arb. Prithee leave your Nonſenſe, and tell me 
ſomething of Gaylowe. _ 

Comb. All I can tell you, Ma'am, is, that he is 


| ſtark ſtaring mad for love of: you. But this confound - 


ed Uncle of yours 
Arb. What of him? 
Comb. Has juſt received News of the Arrival of a 


rich Country Squire out of Yorkfbire ; which Coun- 


try Squire is cut out for your Huſband, 
Arb. They that cut a Huſband out for me, ſhall 
cut him out of better Stuff, I aſſure you. 
A :. AIR 
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AIR II. In vain, dear Chloe, &c. 
Shall I land ſtill and tamely ſee 
Such Smithfield Bargains made of me ? 
I not my Heart my own? = 
I hate, I ſcorn their clowniſh Squire, 
Nor Lord, or Duke, do I defire, 
But him I love alone. 
Comb. Well ſaid, Ma'am, I love a Waman of Spirit. 
ATR III. Haik! away, tis the merry ton'd Horn. 
Why ſboulil Woman ſo much be control dl? 
Why ſhould Men with our Rights make ſo bold? 
Let the Battle 'twixt Sexes be try'd, 
We fhall fron prove the ſtrongeſt Side, 
Then ſland to your Arms, 
And truſt to your Charms, 
Soon whining, and pining 
The Men will purſue ; - 
Put if you grow tame, | 
They'll make you their Game, 
And prove perfect Tyrants 
If ance they ſubdue. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, a Street near the Houſe. 


_ GavyLove and SLANGo. 

Gayl. No Way to get at her?! 

Slang. The Devil a Bit, Sir? old Muckworm has 
cyt off all Communication: But I have worſe News 
to tell you yet. | | 

Gayl. That's impoſſible. | 

Slang. Your Miſtreſs is to be married to another, 


and that quickly. | 
Gayl. Married! you ſurprize me; to whom? 


Slang. To *'Squire Sapſcull a Yorkſhire Gentleman, 


of a very great Eſtate. | 
Gayl. Confuſion! Can ſhe be ſo falſe? to Sapſcull! | 


I know him well, of Sapſcull hall | was born 


within a Mile and a Half of the Place; his Father is 


the greateſt Rogue in the Country, the very Man I am 
now ſuing for what my late-Brother mortgagd to 
him, when I was a Student at Cambridge. Is he not 
content to withhold my Right from me, but he muſt 
ſeek to rob me of the only Happineſs I deſire in Life? 


AIR 
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Shall unregarded live 


SESESESEESEEI EOS 


PROLOGUE. 


PHE Great, the Good, the Wiſe in every Age, 


| Have made a moral Mirror of the ſtage; 
While to the ſhame and ſpite of taſteleſs fools, 

Terrence /till reigns a Claſſic in our ſchools : 

But now the DRAMA fears a ſad decline, 

And peeviſh hypocrites its fall combine. | 

From ſtage to ſtage, behold our author ſis, 

And but for you, bis genius cruſh'd and loſt 


No Wilks, no Booth | his labowrs to requite, 


He here takes ſhelter, ſtudies to delight. 

But to our FARCE. It has a double aim, 
4 0 honour wedlock, and put fools to ſhame ; 
Folly and prejudice, too near a kin, 


Supply pert coxcombs with external grin; 


So infinitely ſtupid is whoſe mirth, 

They'll ridicule one's very place of birth, 

And cry, An Honeſt Yorkſhire-Man! a wonder! 
But let them ſhoot their bolts, let blackheads blunder, 


The glorious heroes of the Yorkſhire line, 


To time's laſt period ſhall in annals ſhine ; 
While /land*ring ſlaves, who would thoſe hanours blot, 
— and die forgot, 
Mean and unmanly is ſuch partial ſpite, 
Awerſe to nature's laws, to reaſon's light ; 
All felloau- creatures, ſure ſhould ſocial be, 
Nay even to brutes we owe humanity, 
Our author does in virtue cauſe engage, 


In hopes to make her ſhine upon the flage ; 


A modeſt entertainment we intend, - 


Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend, 
Indulge us therefore, if you can't commend. 


EPILOGUE. 


ag be d dg dx dc g b 8 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. CaNTRELL, the 


Three Firſt Nights. 


ARRIAGE, of human ſocial ſtates the beſt, 
Has been loo long the coxcomb's common jeſt, 
While avorn out reprobates and filly bays, | 
Unworthy, as unknowing of its joys, 


| Loudly exclaim againſt the nuptial life, 


Exlel the harlot, but cry down the wife, 


To ſuch extreams their ſaucy ug are carry d, 


One wou'd conclude their mathers dy'd unmarry'd. 
To Virtus glory ſee the Gad and Great, 

Set bright examples of the marriage late. 

Bebold our ſovereign Lord compleatly bleſt, 

And in his Queen of all that's good poſſeſt : 

In his illuſtrious Conſort CaROLIN E, Hol 

All virtues, all per fections ſplendid ſhine, 

Tho plac'd in the ſublimity of life, 

Still a fond mother, flill a tender wife. 


Pattern of virtue and connubial love, 


A finiſh'd copy of the bleft above. 


Ladies, I now muſt plead the poet's cauſe, 
He's your old champion —— ſhall he have applauſe? 
If value for our ſex can recommend, 
He's known by all ta be a woman's friend. 
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Than twenty good Wives who are ſaving, 
For Mies they will ſpare, 
| That their Children may ſhare, 

But Whores are eternally craving. 

But, &c. [Exeunt. 
| S C EN Wo another Street. | 
SAPSCULL and BLUNDER, flaring about. 

Sapſ.Wuns lent! what a mortal big Place this ſame 
London is? ye mun ne'er ſee End on't, for ſure- 5 
Houſen upon Houſen, Folk upon Folk — one would 
admire where they did grow all of 'em. : 

Blund. Ay, Maſter, and this is nought to what 
you'll ſee by an by; and ye go to Tower ye mun ſee 
great hugeous Ships as tall as Houſen: Then you 
mun go to play houſen, and there be no leſs nor fix 
of'em, a hopeful Company, o'my Conſcience. There 
you'll ſee your comical ' ragedies, and your Uproars, 
and Roatoribuſſes, and hear Fardinella, that ſings 
Solfa better nor our Miniſter Choir-men: And more 
than that, ye mun ha'your Choice of the prattieſt 
Laſſes, ye e er ſet Een on. | 

Sapſ. By th? Meſs, and I'll be ſomebody among 
em ſo | will But how mun we find out this 
ſame Sir Penurious Muckworm ? 

Blund. Ye mun look to Letter for that. 1 

Sapſ. Letter ſays, G-r-0-z Groz v-e ve n- e e-r 
neer Grozveneer Square; but how mun we know 
where this ſame Grozveneer Square is? 

Blund. Why ye mun aſk Oſtler for that, he'll ſet 
you right for fure: For your London Offlers are wiſer 
by half than our Country Juſtaſſes. 

0p Ay, Blunder, every thing's fine in London. 

I R VI. * is a fine Town. 

O London zs a dainty Place, 

A great and gallant City, 

For all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 

And all the Folks are witty. | 
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II. 
« And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 
4 That ride in Coach and Six, 
„ That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 
„% And talk of Politicks. 
III. 


And there's your Beaux, with powder 'd Cloaths, 
Ze. daubd from Head to Chin; 


„ Their Pocket Holes adorn'd with Gold, 


er But not one Souſe within. 
IV. 
« And there the Engliſh Actor goes, 
* With many a hungry Belly, 
* While Heaps of Gold are forc'd, God wot, 
66 On Signior Farinelli. | 
| V. 
40 And there's your Dames of 1 Frames, 
«© With Shins as white as Milk, 
« Dreſt &ery Day in Garments Gay, 
© Of Sattin and of Silk. 
VI. 
« And if your Mind be ſo inclin'd, 
% Ta have them in your Arms, | 
Pull out a handſome Purſe — of Gold, 
66 They can't reſiſt its Charms. 


To them Gavl.ove as Muckworm 
Gayt. Welcome to London, dear Squire Sapſcull, . 


0 


hope your good Father's well, and all atSapſcull-Hall. 


Sapſ. Did ye cer hear the like, Blunder? This 

old Gentleman knows me as well as I know myſelf. 
[To Blunder aſide. 

Blund. Ay, Maſter, your Londoneers know every 
thin 

Gol. 1 had Letters of your en and reſolv d to 
meet you. 

Sapſ. Pray, Sir. who may you be an! may be ſo bold? 

Gayl. My Name, Sir, is Muckworm. 

Sapſ. What, Sir Penurious Muckworm ? 

Gayl. So they call me. 

Sap ſ. Sir, if your Name be Sir Fu Muck- 
worms my Name is Samuel Sapſcull, Jun. Eſq; * 


* 
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AIR VV. TO I of Florimel. 
My charming Arabell, 
To make thee mine ſecure, 
| What would not I endure * | 
Jis paſt the Power of Tongue to tell. 
The Lowe I bear my Arabell. 
II. 
No human Force ſhall quell 
My l my Dear, 
Can Lowe be too ſincere? 
I'd ſooner take of Life farewell, 
Than of my deareſt Arabell. 
Is there no Way to prevent this Match? You were 
not us'd to be thus barren of Invention, 
Slang. Nor am I now, Sir? your humble Servant 
has invented already — and ſuch a Scheme 
Gayl How! which Way dear Slango? 
Slang. Why thas I muſt perſonate Arabella, 
(with this ſweet Face) and you her Uncle, under 
wich Diſguiſes we may intercept the Country 'Squire, 
and get his Credentials; equipt with which, —1 
leave you to gueſs the reſt. 
Gayl. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. 
Slang. I can't ſay Amen! though I'd do any thing 
to ſerve you. Do you know the Reſult, Sir? no leſs 
than the Forfeiture of your dear Liberty. Have you 
forgot the Song of the Dog and the Bone 


[N. B. The following Song is taken from Mr. Worf- 
dale's Cure for a Scold, inſerted here by his Per- 
miſſion, and very proper to be ſung in this Place, 
by Slango, for the future.] 


Tune, When the bright God of Day. 
| . . 


M hoe er to a Wife 
1s link'd for his Life, 
Is plac'd in moſt wretched Condition : 
Tho plagu'd with her Tricks, 
| Like a Bliſter ſbe ſlicks, 
And Death is his no Phyfician. 
And, &c. i 


II. 
To trifle and toy, 
May give a Man Joy, 
77 hen ſummon d by Love or by Beauty ; 
But, where is the Bliſs in 
Our Confugal Kiſſing, 
When pa ion is prompted by Dy: 
When, &c. 
HI. 


The Cur who poſſeſs d 
Of Mutton the beſt, 
A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure: 
But if to his Tail 
'Tis ty'd, without Fail 


—— — — ee 
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He's harraſs'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure. 


He's &c. 


Cayl. lam now of a contrary Opinion, Vice looks 
ſo hateſul, and Virtue ſo amiable in my Eyes, eſpeci- 


ally as 'tis the ready Road to true Happineſs, I am 


reſolv'd to purſue it's Paths. A regular Life, and 


a good Wife for me. 
AIK V. Anſwer to the above 
8 To the ſame Tune. 
4, 
That Man who the Life, 
I; bleſs d in a Wife, 
Is ſure i in a happy Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She flicks by him fill, 
She's Comforter, Friend and Phyſician, 


TT 
"TER where is the Foy, 
To trifle and toy, 
7 et dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty ! 
feet is the Bliſs, 
| Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure: with Duty, 


III. 
One extravagant Whore, 
Shall coſt a Man more, 


She's, Kc. 


Where, &c. 


dent 
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of Sir Samuel Sapſcull of Sapſcull Hall "th Eaft- 
Riding o' Yorkſhire. 

Gay! Sir, I am no Stranger to your Family and 
Merit; for which Reaſon I ſent for you to Town, to 
marry my Neice with 6000/, Fortune, and a pretty 
Gil into the Bargain 

Blund Look ye there Maſter! [Afide to Sapſcull. 

| Sapp. Hold your Peace, you Blockhead. 

[ Afidle to Blunder. 


Gayl. But how may be ſure that you are the 
very Squire Sapſcull I ſent for. Have you no Let- 


ters, no Credentials? | 
Sap/. Open the Portmantell Blunder — Yes, Sir, 
1 ha' brought all my Tackle with me. Here, Sir, is 


a Letter from Father: — [Gives a Letter] — And 
. here, Sir, are Deeds and Writings, to ſhew what 


you mun ha' to truſt to: And here, Sir, is Marriage 
Settlement, ſign'd by Father, in fit caſe young Gen- 
tlewoman and [ likes one another. 

Sal. Sir, ſhe can't chuſe but admire ſo charming a a 
Perſon. There is but one Obſtacle that J know of. 
Sapſ. What may that be, and | may be ſo bold? 
Gayl. Your Habit, Sir; your Habit. 


Sapſ. Why, Sir, it was counted wondrous ine # in 


our Country laſt Parlimentcering Time. 
Gayl. O, Sir, but it's old-faſhion'd now, and my 


Neice loves every thing to the tip, Top of the Mode. 


But if you'll go along with me, I'll equip you in an 


Inſtant. - 
AIR VII. Set by the Author. 
I. 


"a hither, my Country Squire. 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me; 
The Lords ſhall admire 
- They Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 


CHORUS. 


Such Flaunting, 
Galanting, 
And Jaunting, 


Such 
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Such Frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a Clown, 
Shall quit Lendon's ſweet Town, 
| To live in thine own Country. e 
95 _— : | 
A Shimming-diſh Hat provide, 
With a little more Brim than Lace 
Nine Hairs on a Side, 
Toa Pig's Tail ty'd, 
Will ſet off thy jolly broad Face. 
: Such Flaunting, Ec. 
: INE. 
Go get thee a Footman's Frock, 
And Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe, 
Then frizs like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Joes. 
Such Flaunting. Ho. 
: . IV. 
A Brace of Ladies fair, 
To pleaſure thee ſhall flrive, 
| In a Chaiſe and Pair, 
T hey ſball take the Air, 
And thou in the Box ſhall drive. 
Such Flaunting. &c. 
V 


, 


Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber Trees down, 
MM ho d heep ſuch Traſh, 
And not cut a Flaſh, 
Or enjoy the Delight of the Town. 1 
Such Flaunting, Sc. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, an Apartment. 


ARABELLA and COMBRUSH. 


AIR VIII. Set by the Author. 


Arb. In vain you mention Pleaſure 
To one confin'd like me, 
Ah what is wealth or Treaſure, 
Compar'd to Liberty. 
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II. 

O thou for whom 1 languiſh 
And doſt the ſame for me, ; 
Relieve a Virgin's Anguiſb, 
And ſet a Caplive free. 


To them Mou cRWwORM. 


Muck. Come, there's a goed Girl; don't be in the 
Pouts now. 


Comb. I think it's enough to put any young Lady 


in the Pouts, to deny her the Man ſhe likes, and 


force her to marry a great Loobily Yorkſhire Tike. 
In ſhort, Sir, my Miſtreſs don't like him, and won't 


have him — Nay, I don't like him, and 1 tell you | 


flat and plain ſhe ſhan't have him. 
Muck. Shan't have him, Mrs. Snapdragon ! 


Comb. No, ſhan't have him, Sir — If I were ſhe, Ya: 


fee who ſhould force me to marry againſt my Will. 
Muck. Was ever ſuch an impudent Huſſy, but 


Fil ſend you packing. Get out of my Houſe, you 


ſaucy Baggage. 


Arb. Sir, tho' you have the Care of my Eftate, you 
have no Command over my Servants: J am your 


Ward, not your Slave; if you uſe me thus, you'll 
conſtrain me to chuſe another Guardian. 


Muck. [ Aide] A Gipſy ! who taught her this Cun- 
ahi? I muſt haſten this Match, or loſe 1000]. by the 


Bargain, [ ToArb.] What a Buſtle is here with a peeviſh 
Love ſick Girl? Pray, Child, have you learnt Cupid's 
Catechiſm? Do you know what Love is? 

Arb. Yes. Sir, 


A l R IX. Set by the Author. 
I. 


Lowe's a gentle generous Paſi Jon, 
Source of all ſublime Delight, 
When with mutual Inclination, - 
Two fond Hearts in one unite. Taube, Sc. 
II. | 
What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content? 
That falſe Foy which now bewitches, 
When wants we may repent. When, r. 
B III. Law 
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nn 
III. 
Lawleſs Paſſior ons bring Vexation, 


But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Ts a glorious Emulation, 


Of the bliſsful State above. Of, Cc. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, one Squire Sapſcull, out of Y orkſbire, 
defires to ſpeak with you. 


Muck. I'm glad he's come— defire him to 1 in. 


Servant goes out, and returns with GavLove dreſſ. 


ed in Sapſcull's Cloaths. 
Gayl. Sir, an your Name be Sir Penurious Muck- 


%? 


Muck. Sir, I have no other; may | crave your's? 
Gayl. Samuel Sapſcull, jun. Eſq; at your Lord- 


| ſhip's Service. 


Muck, A very mannerly, towardly Yourh: and a 
comely one, I aſſure you. [To Arabella. 

Gayl. Pray, Sir, an I may be ſo bold, which of 
theſe two pretty Lafſes 1 is your Niece, and my Wife, 
that mun be. 

Arb. What a firvts | is this ? Before 1'd have ſuch a 
Wretch for a Huſband, I'd die ten thouſand Deaths. 

Muck. Which do you like beſt, Sir? 

_ Gay]. Marry, an I were to chuſe, Id take em both. 

Muck. Very courtly, indeed. I ſee the Squire $2 


ag. 
Comb. Both! I'll aſſure you, Saucebox! the worfl 


is too good for you. 


AIR X. Gilly Flower, GentleiRo ofemary. 
I. 


Why how now, Sir Clown, doft ſe! up for a Wit? 


Gilly-Flow'r, Gentle Roſemary: 


if a you ſhould wed, you're as certainly bit, 


As the Dew 1t flies over the Mulberry Tree. | 
Wc 
If fac a fine Lady to Wi fe you ſhould. talks; 
Gilly-Flow'r, Gentle Roſemary: 
Your Heart, Head and Horns ſhall as certainly ale, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 1 4. 
uc 
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Muck. Inſufferable Aſſurance, affront a Gentleman 
in my Houſe! Never mind her, Sir? ſhe's is none of 
my Niece, only a pert Slut of a Chamber Maid. 
Say. A Chamber Jade: Lord, Lord, how brave 
you keep your Maidens here in London! Wuns 1 


ſime's as fine as our Lady Mayoreſs. 


Muck, Ay, her Miſtreſs ſpoils her; but follow. 
me, Sir, and I'll warrant you e l manage her, and 
ker Miſtreſs too. 

AR NI. se by the the Author. 


 Gayl. I am in Truth, 
A Country V mth, | 
_ Unusd to London Faſbions,. 
Yet Virtue guides, 
And ſtill prefides, 
| O'er all my Steps and Paſſions: 
No courtly Leer, 
But all fincere, | 
No Bribe ſpall ever blind ne: 
Tf you can like, 
A Yorkſhire Tike, 
An honeſt Lad NE find me. 


Tube Envy's Tongue, 
With Slander hung, 
Does oft bely our Country; 
No Men on Earth, 

Boaſi greater M. üb, 
Or more extend their Bounty : 
Our Northern Breeze, 

With us agrees, 

And does for Buſineſs fit us ; 
In public Cares, 
In Love's Aﬀairs, 

With Honour we acquit us, 


III. 
A noble Mind 
Is ne er conſin d 
To any Shire or Nation; 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays, 
A generous Education: 
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While Rancour rouls, 
In narrow Souls, 
By narrow Views diſcerning; 
The truly wiſe, 
Will only prize, | 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 


[All this Time Gaylove does his utmoſt to diſcover 


himſelf to Arabella, but ſhe turns from him, and 
won't underftand him.] 
Cayl. Well, an ye wunna ſee, I cannot help it. 


_ Goodby-t'ye, forſooth ; 1n the mean Time, here's a 


Paper with ſomething in i it that will 128 your Lady- 


ſhip's Eye- ſight. 


[Throws down a Letter, and Exit ſmiling. 
Arb. What can the Fool mean? 
Comb. [Taking up the Letter] Madam, as I live, 


here's a Letter from Mr, Gaylove, 


Arb. This is ſurprizing, 
[Sratches the Letter, and reads. 
TH O' this Diſguiſe is put on to blind old Muck- 
worm, I hope it will not conceal from my dear 
Arabella, the Perſon of her ever conſtant Gavr.ove, 
Blind Fool that. was! I could tear my Eyes out. 
Comb. Lord, Ma'am, who the Duce could have 


thought it had been Mr. Gaylove? Well, our Maid- 
enheads certainly ſtood in our Light this Bout. 


Arb. Hold your Prattle; | have great Hopes of this 
Enterprize, however. it carries a good Face with it; 
but whether it ſucceeds or no, I muſt love the dear 
Man that ventures ſo hard for my fake. 

AIR XII. Set by the Author, 
I. 


That Man who beft can Danger dare 


Is moſt deſerving of the Fair 
The Bold and Brave we Women prize, 


The whining Slave we all deſpiſe. The awhining, &c. 
II. 


Let Coxcombs flatter, cringe and lie, 
Pretend to langaiſh, pine and die; 
Such Men of Worth my Scorn fball be, 
The Man bs Deeds is the Man for me. The Man, &c. 

[Exeunt. 
9 


&c. 


, &C. 
eunt. 
Lomb, 
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' Comb: My Miſtreſs is entirely in the right on't. 
AIR XIII. I had a pretty Lats a Tenant of my. 
Own, | 
The Man that ventures faireſt, 
And fartheſt for my Sake, 
With a fal, lal, la, &c. 
The ſooneſt of my Purſe, 
And my Perſon ſhall partake, 
| 8 a fal, lal, la, &c. 
No drowſy Drone ſhall ever 
A Conqueſt make of me, 
| But to a Lad that's clewer, 
flow civil could Ie? 


With a fal, lal, la, ke. Ereunt. 


Enter SAPSCULL dreſſed A-la mode de Petit Maitre, 


 Brunpes, in a rich Livery, with his Hair tucked ? 


up, and powdered bebind. 


Blund. Meſs, Maſter, how fine ye be? marry be- 
lieve me, an you were at Sapſcull- Hall, | dare ſay 
Sir 3 himſelf wou'd hardly know ye. 

Sapſ. Know me, marry I don't know myſelf 
(Surweying himſelf ] — | am ſo fine; and thou art- 
quite another Sort of Creature too — [Turns Blunder 
about.] — Well, talk what ye liſt o'Yorkſhire, I ſay. 
there's nough! like London; for my Part, I don't care 

:n I ne'er ſee the Face of Sapſcull Hall agen. 

Blund. What need ye, an ye getten 6000l. with a. 
young Gentlewoman ; beſides, Father has ty'd Ef- 
tate faſt enough to ye? an | were as 50 I'd Cen, 
bide here, and live a8 lofty as the beſt o 


© Sapſ. Ay, Blunder, ſol will, and ee a „ : 


« Fair too. 

«« Blund. That ye mun not, for I did hear em 
„talk at the. Green Man at Barnet, as how the 
'* May'r had cry'd it down. 

% Sap. How! cry'd down Bartledom Fair! What 
a murrain is London good for then? I wou'dn't 
'© bide here and they'd git me — thought to, 
'* bave had ſuch Fun o . 
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few Words are beſt among Friends 
Match, or no ? — ſay, 42 and Pl ſecond you. 
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« AIR XIV. 3 Fair. 
© O Bartledom Fair, 
« Since thy Lord May'r 
« Has cry d thee down ; 
« There's not worth regarding, 
d not give a Farthing, 
« For London Town. _ 
« Such Pork, ſuch Pig, 
© Such Game, ſuch Rig, 
© Such Rattling there ; 
Zul all's done, 
„ There's no Fun, 
4 Bartledom Fair. 
11. 
. re all Joys, 
« Of Prentice Boys, 
« And pretty Maids ; 
« The Country Sad Court! 
% Hawe loft all their Sport, 
And the Shew- Folks their Trades ; 
% Nay even Cit, x 
« Ina gen rous Fit, 
%. Would take Spouſey there, 
« But all's done, 
«© There's no Fun, 
« At Bartledom Fair.“ 


To them a Servant, well dreſſed. 


Serv. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muck- 
Worm, I am his Servant, and wait on Purpoſe to 
conduct you to Mrs. Arabella's Apartment. 

Sapſ. Servant! Waunds, why you're finer nor 
your Maſter. 

Serv. O, Sir, that's nothing in London. 


SCENE, an Apartment. 


SLAn co repreſenting Arabella, Servant introduces 
SAPSCULLL and BLUNDER. 


Saßſ. Well, forſooth, you know my Buſoef: ; 
Is it a 


s 


0 


Slang. 
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Slang A very compendious way of wooing truly. 
[afide.] I hope you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; 
but Lard Gad you are too quick upon me, 
Sapſ. 1 mean to be quicker yet, ay marry, and 
make thee quick too, afore | ha' done with thee. 
Slang. I proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a Non- 
plus, | don't know what to fay. : 
Sapſ. Ne'er heed ; Parſon ſhall teach thee what to 
ſay. For my Part | ha'con'd my Leſſon afore-hand. 
Slang. But will you love me? 9, 
Sap. Lovethee! Lord, Lord, I loves thee better 
than | does my Bay Filley; did youne'er ſee her, for- 
 footh ? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am, = I 
love her better nor | do nown Father. == Blunder, 
run and fetcha Parſon. £3 i 
Slang. Mr. Blunder may ſave himſelf that Trou- 
Sir, I have provided one already. 15 Ds 
Sapſ. Why then let's make Haſte, dear ſweet Ho- 
ney, for J do long till it's over. OS» 
| AIR XV. Dance over the Lady Lee. 
Ob, how I long till Grace be ſaid, . 
Dance o'er the Lady Lee, © 
A good Sack Poſſet, and then to Bed, 
With a gay Lady. 8 [Exeunt. 
SCENE, An Apartment. 
GavLove and ARABELLA. 
AIR XVI. Set bv the Author. 
J | 


Auck- Gayl. Thou anly Darling I admire, 
ſe to My Heart's Delight, my Souls Deſire, 
5 Poſſeſſing thee Ie greater Store, 
nor Than King to be of India's ſhore. 

| | I. 


For every Woman were there three, 
And in the World no Man but me; 
Id fingle you from all the reſt, | 


duces To fweeten Life and make me bleſt. 
Arb. Well! I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Life! 

neſs; How could you elown it ſo naturally | 
it a] Gayl. What is it I would not do for your dear Sake? 

u But, I intreat you, let's lay hold of this Opportunity, 


lang. | and 
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and put it out of Fortune's Power ever to divide us. 

Arb. What wou'd you have me do? 

Gayl. Leave all to me. I have left Combruſb to amuſe 
your Uncle, while a Fellow- Collegiate of mine, who 
is in Orders, waits in the next Room to finiſh the reſt. 

Arb. Do what you will with me: For, in ſhort, 
I don't know what to do with myſelf. 

AIR XVII. The News that undoes me. 


Arb. Let Pradu and Ciguets their Incentions conceal ; 

W. 1% Pride, and with Pleaſure, tbe Truth I reveal. 
You're all I can wiſh, and all. defi Ire, 

So fix'd.is my Flame, 1 ne er can expire. So, &c. 


Gayl. Let Rakes 4 let Libertines nada and range; n 
Poſſeſs d of. ſuch Treaſure, what Mortal wou'd. 


change? 
You're the ſource of my Hopes, the ſpring of my Foy, 
4 Fountain of Bliſs that never can cloy. A, &c. 
AIR XVIII. By Mr. Handel. 
Gaylove and Arbella together. 
How tranſporting is the. Pleaſure, 
When two Hearts like ours unite! 
When our Fondneſs knows no Meaſure, 
And no Bounds our dear Delight, [Exeant. 


Enter MuckwormM and CoMpRUSH. 


Muck. Well; I forgive you: This laſt Action bas 
nade amends for all. | find a Chamber Maid is prime 
Miniſter in matrimonial Affairs — And you ſay, they. 
are quite loving ? 

Comb. Fond, fond, Sir, as. two Turtles! But 1 
beg you wou'd not diſturb? em. 
| Muck. By no Means; let 'em have their Ls out 

pftetty Fools! I ſhall be glad, however, to ſee ſome. 
of their little Fondneſſes: But tell me ſeriouſly, how 
do you like the Squite 7. 

Comb, Oh, of all Things, Sir; and ſo does my 
Mittreſs, I affure you. 

Muck. Haw that Scoundrel, Gapleve, will 2+ diſ- 

ö appointed. = 
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Comb. He'll he ready to hang himſelf, (about her 
Neck.) [ Afde. 
Muck. They'll make Ballads upon him. 
Comb. I have inade one already, and will | ing! it if 
you pleaſe. 
Muck. With all my heart. 
AlR XIX. A Beggar got a Beadle 


There was a certain Uſurer, 
He had a pretty Niece, 
Mas courted by a Barriſter, 
Who was her doating Piece: 
Her Uncle, to prevent the ſame, 
Did all that in him lay, 

| For which he's very much to blame, 
. As all good 1 ſoy. 


A Country 1 was to wed 
This fair and dainty Dame; 
But ſuch Contraries in a Bed 
Mou d be a monſtrous Shame: 
To fee a Lady bright and gay, 
Off Fortune and of Gharms, 
So fhamefully be thrown away, 
Into a Looby's Arms. 
III. 
The Lowers, thus diſtracted, 
It ſet them on a Plot; 


3 WM dich lately has been acted, 
KK And ſhall I tell you what ! 
The Gentleman diſguis'd himſelf 
Like to the Country Squire, 
Deceiv'd the old miſchievous Elf, 
t And got his Heart's Defire. 
5 Muck. I 755 t like this Song. 
4 Comb. Then you don't like Truth, Sir. 
Muck. What d' ye mean to affront me? 
5 Comb, Wou'd you have me tell a Lye, Sir? 
. Muck, Get out of my Houſe, you Baggage. 
5 Comb. | only ſtay to take my Miſtreſs with me: 


. and ſee, here ſhe cames. 
4 | | fo 


- 
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To them GayLove and ARABELLA: 


| Muck. So, Sir, you have deceiv'd me; but Ill pro- 
vide you a Wedding Suit; a fine long Chancery Suit, 
before ever you touch a Penny of her Fortune. 

Gayl. Sir, if you dare embezzle a Farthing, I'll pro- 
vide you with a more laſting Garinent; a curious 
Stone Doublet: you have met with your Match, Sir; 
have ſtuddied the Law, ay, and practis'd it too. 

| Muck. The Devil take you and the Law e 


To them Sa. PSCULL, SLANGO, and BLunDer: 


— Hey day! Who in the Name of Wonder have 
we got here? 


Gayl. Only Squire Sapſeull, his Bride, and loobi- 


Iy Man. 


Slang. Come, my Dear! hold up your Head like 


a Man, and let me ſee what an olegant Huſband 1 


have got. 
Blund. Ay; and let them ſee wat a dainty Wife 
my Maſter has gotten. 

Sap. Here's a Power of fine Folk, ſweet boney 
Wife! pray who may they be? 

Sang. This, Sir, is Sir Penurious Ach ms 

Sapſ. No, Honey! [ fear you are miſtaken. Sir 
Penurious is another guiſe Sort of a Man; an I miſ- 
take not he's more liker yon ſame Gentleman. 

_ Blund. Ay, fo he is Maſter. 

Slang. That ſame Gentleman was Sir Penurious 
Muckworm, ſome Time ago, but now be 8 [changes 
to George Gaylove, Eſq. — 

Gayl. At your Service, Sir. 

Sap). And who's yon fine Lady? 

Gayl. My Wife! Sir, and that worthy Knight's 
Niece. 

Sapſ. Your Wife! and that Knight's Niece! 
why who a Murrain have I gotten then? 

Gayl. My Man, Slango ; and I wiſh you much Joy. 

Sapſ. Your Man, Slango! what have [ married a 
Man then? 

Slang. If you don't like me, my Dear, we'll be di- 
vorſed this . 
Saß. 
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Sapſ. My Dear, a Murrain take ſuchDears! Where's 
my Writings? I'll ha' you all hang'd for Cheats. 
Gayl. Vou had better hang yourſelf for a Fool Go 
Home Child, go Home and learn more Wit. There's 
o- your Deed of Settlement; but as for the Writings, 


it, they happen to be mine, and kept fraudulently from 


me by your Father, to whom they were mortgag'd by 
ro- my late Brother. The Eſtate has been clear theſe three 
Years. Send your Father to me, and I'll talk to him. 
This is but Tit for Tat, young Gentleman. Your 
ather wanted to get my Eſtate from me; and ] have 
got the Wiſe he intended for you. All's fair, Sir. 
Muck. I ſay all's foul, and a damn'd Cheat; and 
» Pl] make it appear. [Exit in a Rage. 
Gayl, Do your worſt, Sir, you can't unmarry us. 
AIR XX. TY — 5 


ave 


bi- 


ib. Now Fortune is paſt it's ſewereſt, 

like My Paſſion of Mortal fincerel, 

id 1 Kind Heaw'n has repaid in my Deareſt; 
What Gifts can it greater beſtoau? 

Vife Wayl. True Lowe ſhall thre? Deftiny guide us, 

| Still conſtant whatever betide us, : 

"ney There's nothing but Death ſhall divide us, 
So faithful a Fondneſs we'll ſhew. 

— . „ B OH. 

Sir By Cupid and Hymen united, 

miſ- By Dangers no longer affrighted, 

We'll live in each other delighted, 

The greateſi of Bleſſings below. 
Sapſ.. What mun | do; I mun ne'er ſee Father's 
ice again. | | Wes Ny 
Gayl, Never fear, 'Squire, I'll ſet all to Rights; 
0 your Father's my Enemy, I'm not yours: My 
... Poſe ſhall be your Home, till I have reconcil'd you 
izht's your Father; and for the Honour of Yorkſhire, 
ee you ſhan't be abus'd here. Fs © 


[Y10UsS- 


nged 


liece! I/ Say ye ſo, Sir? then I do wiſh you much 
3 with all my Heart. 5 
Joy. Blund, Ay, and ſo does Blunder too. | 
ried a Pa, Well, fin I ſee you be ſo happy in a Wife, 
I not be long without one 1 aſſure you, 


be di- 


Saf. 


Gay). 


—— — — — 1 


's — | —_ — . — 
. . 5 . Te- lone Voutomne Man, 
JEEP ES G You can't be er than I wiſh you. 
0 I 1. * XXI * = 1 855 
1 | Gayl. Come have by this ye leckere, 

' [010-008 Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 
FOES Who lead! unſettled Lives. 
1 Iden once ye come to ſerious Thought, 
* | When once ye-come to ſerious Thought, 
{I'M There nothing like good Wiwes. 
W 7; | There's nothing like good Wires. 
[4% II. 
fo. | Arb. Come learn by this ye Maiden s fair, 
Wo: | 5 Come learn. &. _ 
1 | Say I adviſe you well, 
You're better in a A Arms, 
You're better, &c. 
Than leading Apes in Hell. 


| Than leading, &c. 
III. 
Saf. A Batchelor's a Cormorant, 
Y A Batehbelor's, &c. 
| A Batchelar's a Drone, | 
 Heeeats and drinks at all Men's „cn. 
He eats, &c. 
But ſeldom at his own. 
But ſeldom, * 


* Bomb; Old Maids oh fu Batchelors, 
Old aid, Qt. 
At Marriage rail and lower, | 
N So when the Fox cou dn't reach the Grap 
Ss when; &c. . 
44: Heieryd, they were all fowr, 
8 e, &c. 
34k O MN ES. | 
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